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Crackanthorpe:1 just because their carelessness gives me a sense
of power. They feel they have gold to throw away. The stylists
are too miserly. Agreed I am a bad example of the too-careful
type. [32 lines omitted]                                                         T.E.S.

347:   TO WILLIAM ROTHENSTEIN
14. 4. 28.                                                                            {Karachi}
Dear Rothenstein, Yes, I was a sudden loser when Hardy went.
Not that I could be a friend of his: the difference in size and age
and performance between us was too overwhelming: but because
I'd seen a good deal of him, and he was so by himself, so character-
istic a man, that each contact with him was an experience. I went
each time, nervously: and came away gladly, saying 'It's all right'.
That's the spirit in which most of us R.A.F. fellows go up into
the air. We are always glad to get down again: yet no considera-
tion would keep us (will keep us) from snatching the first chance
to fly once more.
I regret Hardy's funeral service. Mrs. Shaw sent me a copy.
So little of it suited the old man's nature. He would have smiled,
tolerantly, at it all: but I grow indignant for him, knowing that
these sleek Deans and Canons were acting a lie behind his name.
Hardy was too great to be suffered as an enemy of their faith: so
he must be redeemed. Each birthday the Dorchester clergyman
would insert a paragraph telling how his choir had carolled to the
old man 'his favourite hymn'. He was mild, and let himself be
badgered, out of local loyalty. 'Which hymn would you like for
to-morrow Mr. Hardy?'. 'Number 123' he'd snap back, wearied
of all the nonsense: and that would be his favourite of the year,
in next day's Gazette.
I wish these black-suited apes could once see the light with
which they shine.
I wonder if Max is right in saying that women write good
letters: good for their men perhaps: but Byron and Keats and
Horace Walpole and Chesterfield are not to be matched by any
four women's letter writing I've read. Perhaps he means of un-
1 Hubert Crackanthorpe, short story writer of the nineties.